was to set a course for the Golden Horn and join Barbarossa.   Eithc
he lied to me or he afterwards changed his mind.   And m no case
would you have captured him, though his fleet would have been lost."
Anc^ in a dozen words he told them of Dragut's resolve to march his
troops and slaves overland to Algiers.
"I should have gone with him in the chain gangs, and Gianna, my
Gianna, would have gone to his hareem." His voice shook with the
pain and wrath of that jnemory. "Gianna, my lovely gracious
Gianna, your godchild and adopted niece, in the arms of a filthy Turk!
The victim of a loathly rape ! Was that a thought I could endure?
Was I to stay and count the cost of saving her from such a fate ? And
if I could save her should it matter to me that the world might crack to
pay for it ? Answer that honestly, my lord. Imagine yourself in my
place. Imagine Madonna Peretta in Gianna's. Would your thought
of duty to the Emperor or to all Christendom have held you back?"
He paused for an answer. But the Admiral had none for hinvaor
had his nephews. The three stood abashed, the Admiral's eyes almost
scared.
Observing them subdued, Prospero's lip curled. Scorn rang in his
voice when he resumed.
"And you conceived that it was merely out of spite against you, in
pursuit of the vengeance sworn that I betrayed the Imperial cause by
showing Dragut how he might escape! The ruin and humiliation that
face you as a consequence were never in my reckoning, as you may now
believe. But since they have brought you where I had vowed to bring
you perhaps it will reassure you to hear me say that I count the vow
fulfilled. And so, perhaps, you will account sincere reconciliation
that I offer. And the hand I hold out to you is not empty. Accept it,
and you may burn the resignation you have penned, and continue to
serve the Emperor and Christendom with the honour that is due to
you.'*
There the Admiral answered him at last, and now that he hac
recovered, indignation was again rumbling in his voice. "Do yoi
dream that I can profit by a misapprehension ? Shelter myself behinx
the false assumption under which the Emperor writes? Do yoi
venture to suggest that? Is that the sting in the tail of your fine-
sounding phrases ?"
"If you do not, you will humiliate the Emperor with yourself, and
you will deprive him, in the hour of his need, of his most valued
servant. To my knowledge Barbarossa is at Constantinople building
and equipping a powerful fleet for Suleyman. You can guess the
purpose of it. In all the Prankish ranks only you, my lord, are a match
for Kheyr-ed-Din. Will you desert your post at such a time out of :*'
false sense of pride?"
"Is it false pride to disavow praise that is not earned? Ts it fals<
pride to refuse to be a party to an imposture? Besides—bah! ft
would be discovered in the end, and the disgrace would be the more
bitter. The truth of Port Mahon is known to too many."
"Suspected perhaps.   Not known.   It is known positively only to
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